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hurrying Tehranwards in the early morning
about their affairs, sellers of salted nuts have
established themselves under the trees, beggars
are lying by the roadside, pilgrims returning
from Meshed hasten their step as the homeward
goal comes into sight.
With the impression of the deserted western
roads 'still fresh in your memory, the appearance
of the bazaars and of this eastern gate will fill
you with surprise. Tehran, which from the west
looked almost like a city of the dead, cut from
all intercourse with the outer world, is alive
after all and in eager relationship with a world
of its own* Here in the dust and the sunshine
is an epitome of the living East, and, standing un-
noticed in such a doorway, you will admit that
you have not travelled in vain. But as the won-
derful procession of people files past you, too
intent upon their own affairs to give you more
than a contemptuous glance, you will realize
what a gulf lies between you. The East looks to
itself; it knows nothing of the greater world of
which you are a citizen, asks nothing of you and
of your civilization.